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PREFACE. 



That " no affiction is for the present 
joyous, but grievous," is true in its very 
nature ; and yet the advantages often de- 
rived from it are so great and various, that 
we are constrained to regard it as dispensed 
in mercy. We look for " the peaceable 
fruits ** which it is calculated to produce or 
mature, and it is only when disappointed 
of these that we truly lament. Amidst 
scenes of suffering, and hours and days of 
solicitude, this expectation sustains the 
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mind, and gives a hope of reward^ that 
sweetens labours^ manifold and depressing* 

But how frequently is this hope speedily 
extinguished! There is no change, — no 
permanent benefit: *'The hail and the 
rain and the thunders have ceased," but 
the heart is unbroken, unmelted, unsub- 
dued. 

There are few, accustomed to. visit the 
chambers of the sick, who have not wit- 
nessed and mourned over similar, results ; 
and of these, few, it is believed, who would 
not regard vnih candour the humblest e&rt 
towards a happier issue* In what way to 
make the attempt, with suitable adaptation 
to niunerous and diverse cases, it was diffi- 
cult to determine ; but I could not evade 
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the desire^ strong on my mind, to do. at 
kast som^hing. .1 had felt concern for 
many, had known intimately some, and 
concentrating the impression received&om 
all, I have endeavoured to remind the 
Convalescent, the young Convalescent 
especially, of the judgment and the mercy 
recently exhibited. 

In pursuing this design, I could not 
divest myself of some specific recollections : 
but since expressions occasionally referred 
to are heard continually, have been uttered 
a thousand times, it is hoped that no indi- 
vidual sufferer will feel the curtain to have 
been rudely withdrawn. To the few, I 
may be indebted for a deeper feeling ; but 
it is to the tnanyy as far as practicable, that 
I have endeavoured to adapt the appeal ; 
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with earnest prayer, that by Hun who has 
grace and providence alike at his com- 
mandy it may to some heart be applied as 
'^ a word spoken in due season.*' 

A. G. 



Nottingham, 
Jan, 17, 1839. 
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LETTER I. 

You are not ignorant, my dear , 

of the anxiety with which your progress 
was regarded during the painful hours of 
your late affliction. You must have observed 
the solicitude with which the variation of 
distressing symptoms was viewed by those 
aroimd you. A little increase of pain, of 
fever, or debility, was felt like a cold 
arrow in our hearts, and with propor- 
tionate delight were the indications of 

B 
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returning health haikd hjjxs.^ Wastfpixyits 
went up from your bed-side^ which, wdee 
heard only in hearen: many a wakefiil 
hour of night has witnessed the impIorii% 
eaeaestBess with which, on unquiet beds, 
or watching till the lamp in your diaa^lwd: 
grew dim, we raised our petition^y t)ri6f 
and frequent, to ** Him who heai!fe4h 
prayer," that the stroke we feai^ed nilght 
be averted ; — that wisdom m%ht be ginfm 
to the physician, and efficacy to the nieiiili^ 
employed, by which a life so precious 
might be spared to us. With looks ad 
little dispiriting, as cheerM, as we eoiild 
assume, while our hearts sunk in the fah^-^ 
ness of anxiety and anguish, we endea'- 
voured to perform the weary, willing 
^nrices of the sick chamber, commending^ 
you incessantly to God ; asking, — ^O what 
did we not ask ! — and with what fervency ! 
At length, it has pleased the God of all 
consolation to hear our cries, and, as we 
trust, to restore you, in health and activitjf >' 
to take your place once more amongst usi; 
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'Wfaal sfaall'we.reiidec unto the Lord for 
all ' hk .bdnefilB ? How perform the mental 
"ptomises whioh we made in the bitterness 
$f our spifitB i Glad indeed we do feel^-^ 
jOu cannot doubt it; everything seems to 
ba$k in a spring sun-shine; — our hearts, 
so^loi]^ depressed, rise with unwonted 
^ksticitj; and with delight, more akin 
to . that of youthful happiness, than to an; 
(^motion common to later years, spring up 
and forward, to greet the season of health 
and enjoyment, now, as we hope, near at 
hand* 

< But we would not be glad only; glad, 
and mistake gladness for gratitude. Alas ! 
how often do we thus deceive ourselves ; 
say.' we are thankful, — even believe we 
are thaakfiil, — and yet, on closer exami* 
nation, discover that a selfish gratulation 
is all that really inspires us ! The brightr 
ness of the gift diverts our view from the 
Giver; and He who /^ knows what is. in 
man,'* -^ who has heard our < impatient 
munnur8,-**listened to our importunate 
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requests^ — ^withdrawn the rod so feaxfiillj 
held over us, and graoted to the fiiUy and 
almost heyond expectation, the relief we 
asked for, — He occupies scarcely a share 
in onr recollections ! We snatch the boon 
from his mercy, and rush on with it, 
rejoicing indeed, but little, O how little, 
truly grateful! "We verify the remark 
once made by a child, that '^ it is much 
easier to pray than to thank»^ 

Allow me, my beloved , before 

the recollection of this trial and its suc^ 
ceeding mercies has faded from our hearts ; 
allow me to make one more effort to ex- 
tract from it some salutary considerations. 
We did indeed, at times, and as you were 
able to bear it, drop here and there a hint 
expressive of our deeper anxieties re-> 
specting you; and so far as disease afforded 
occasionally an interval for reflection, we 
were rejoiced to perceive indications of 
your own anxiety. O could we have 
referred to the evidence of decided fitness 
for eternity in your prior character, of how 
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much suffering would our minds have been 
relieved! We could, in that case, have 
endured the thought, bitter as it would 
yet have been, of parting with you; could 
have realized the sad scenes of a dying 
bed, — a last look, — a closed coffin, — a cold 
grave, — a broken circle, — the daily, name- 
less recurrences of bereaved feeling, — with 
some degree of submission: it would not 
have been difficult, so far beyond our 
present conception, to say with meek 
sincerity, " Thy will be done," O no! we 
should but have had to look a few years 
forward, and this " sorrow would have 
been turned into joy." 

But, my dear , this, as you know, 

was a consolation not afforded to us. We 
could not, even in the utmost solicitude of 
desire, refer to any satisfactory evidence of 
that change which alone can fit a sinner to 
meet God and judgment. We might, if 
driven by your death to range about for 
scraps of comfort, have endeavoured to 
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cheat ourselves by remembering jMs 
affectionate conduct,— your regular obaer^ 
vanoe of the Sabbath,— expressioiis of m-^ 
terest, * occasionally dropt, in sermooB you 
had heard, or books perused; and, in a 
cold, dark, cheerless, hopelessneiss, might 
have clung to these, vdth a Peradventure 
just sufficient to preserve us from an agony 
of spirit, too keen to be steadily contem- 
plated. 

You will believe, therefore, that the few 
sentences uttered during your iUness, im- 
plying concern for your eternal safety, were 
eagerly caught by us, and regarded as the 
blossoming of precious fruit, to be gathered 
ere long from this affliction. Will you then 
allow me, from a full heart, to address you 
a little more at large on the subject, and 
•with affectionate frieedom ? Our prayers 
are but half — O not half — answered, if a 
rieturn to life and health is all we are to 
see in you. I wotdd not weary you, and 
would therefore for the present conclude ; 
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with: continued supplications that He who 
tfai3»^^ healeth our sicknesses," may confer' 
the greatear beaa^t of "forgiving all our n 
iniquities/' 

4 ' 

, . Believe me, dearest. 

Affectionately yours. 
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LETTER II. 



You have, I trust, made up your mind, 

my dear , to hear me patiently. My 

motive you do not question, and I know 
also that you admit the subject on which I 
write to be one of paramount importance. 
You do not reject Christianity — ^for that 
I would be thankful; and you said in your 
extremity, " If God should spare my life 
through this afBiction, I hope I shall be 
very different from what I have been." 
You listened with interest, encouraging at 
the time, to the counsels and the prayers 
of those who administered the warnings 
and the hopes of the gospel ; requested 
their frequent visits, and seemed to enter 
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with deep emotion into their representations 
of the value of the soul, — the evanescence 
and treaeW of this world and its engage, 
ments, — the freeness with which salvation 
is proffered to the repenting sinner, and the 
necessity of availing ourselves of its needed 
blessings, without delay, — ^without, in your 
own case especially, the delay of an hour ! 
I can scarcely say whether with most of 
delight or anxiety we listened to your 
broken ejaculations and earnest resolves. 

Had yours been the first sick-room we 
had visited, — had we never heard the state- 
ments of those whose office carries them 
day after day to the bedsides of dying sin- 
ner8,-aeTer seen the avidity with which 
the pleasures or the businesses of life are 
a&esh pursued, even before the arm has 
regained its entire vigour, or the cheek its 
wonted glow, we might indeed have rejoiced 
without trembling. But something of the 
deceitfulness of sin, and of the heart, we 
had learned from sad points, each of our own 
history ; and much from the observation of 
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facts obtxuded upon us at everj turb^ r I 
scarcely dare repeat, lest I shpuldbe tho^bi^ 
to speak at random^ theinouni£ul'a^0imt& 
I have heard from inimsters, aj^ lothan 
experienced. ChristiaBS, .of ..di^p|»omtQd^ 
expectations which have falleaiiuid^>thml 
own eyes. I think I am not xnist^eniani^ 
refeixing to an excellent pastor ^d hadi 
spent nearly a life in visiting the;8ick and/ 
the dying, and who said, that of all thi' 
apparently death-bed repentances he Ifoeir 
ever witnessed, he had not. met with one . 
proved to be genuine by the result. ^ He . 
had heard entreaties the ^ most affecting^ . 
vows the most solemn ; ' had been: cheered . 
by observing even changes so great,. « 
that . permanency only was wanting ^ to 
characterise them as real converisions^ 
but that this, the ultimate test, was wanting* 
For awhile these seeming Christians ^^ran 
well," but were " soon hindered" — ^they did 
not " endure to the end. "• Alas ! there&re^ * 
they were not^ — ^if the .word of God be = 
true-^they were not saved ! 
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. AWfiil instances of forgotten pangs and 
brsdk^n promises have occurred within my 
own observation : many a &ir beginning 
hfiv^ I seen thns blighted. Perhaps you 
may evenr yourself be able to call to mind 
faetur of 'a similar character. Some, un- 
happSy^ £have known, who appear to have 
d^ debased, grovelling, utter worldlings, 
who yet, xmder the pressure of early 
affliction, had cried out, ^'howled upon 
tfa^ beds/' uttered the vehement self* 
reproachtngs of apparent repentance; 
seemed, even to " taste of the good word 
of God, and the powers of the world to 
come ;" and who at last, when nattire was 
thought to be finally sinking, and strength 
for emotion and agony was subsiding into 
what appeared to themselves, and : to 
others, a dying calm, said, with some- 
thing, as it was hoped, like, peace of 
conscience, ** I am now happy — quite 
happy~I pray God to release me, for 
I am happy now*" 

Much as these, or similar expressions, 
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are valued and dwelt upon by survivors, 
and mucli as they feed the hopes of many 
by whom they are employed, I confess 
that in by far the greater number of in« 
Stances, I hear them with distress and 
apprehension; so often are they proved, 
by unanticipated recovery, to have been 
but delusion. Their tranquillity was but 
weakness, and the hope of heaven nothing 
better than ail involuntary surrender of 
earth ; all expectation for this life being 
abandoned, the worn spirit turned to 
the next as an inevitable alternative ; not 
loved, — utterly uncongenial with every 
habit, taste, affection of the soul, — ^but as 
a resort to be submitted to, with a feeble, 
unresisting acquiescence. 

Such, appalling as it must be, U an 
estimate as I fear but too correct, of most 
of those which we regard as conversions 
under the grasp of fatal disease. They may 
serve to turn the keen edge of anguish in 
the bosoms of survivors, and to render life 
and memory, subsequent to such a bereave- 
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menty endurable; but that is all we can 
with confidence say of them. To some, 
the grain of genuine faith may have been 
communicated even under circumstances 
thus dark and dubious ; but never may you 
afford to those who shall love and mourn 
for you^ a ground of satisfaction so little 
to be confided in. 

I was struck by a remark made by a 
pious minister, who visited this country a 
short time since, from America. " We 
never calculate," he said, " on impressions 
during an illness; it is afterward that 
we labour and watch with the greatest 
solicitude ; the work must then be done, 
if done at all." Can you be surprised if, 
with convictions such as these, I am 
anxious to engage your attention afresh, 
and with continued and yet deeper earnest- 
ness, to those concerns which, during the 
hurried intervals of ease and consciousness, 
you did appear to regard as inexpressibly 

momentous ? View them, my dear ; 

endeavour to realize the feelings with 
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which YOU would at this moment regard 
them, if you. had heen constrained to look 
back on that jsed of pain, not firom among 
the renewed interests of life, but from the 
unknown shades of death and eternity. 

Ever yours. 
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LETTER III. 



If it be true that many, by far the 
majority, are unmindful of the purpose 
for which affliction is sen^, and with re- 
turning health " reject the counsel of God 
against themselves/' we yet know that 
there is a merciM adaptation in such trials 
to. awaken and stimulate the thoughtless 
mind. It is not '^ for his pleasure, but for 
our profit," that our heavenly Father crosses 
our expectations ; in the midst of buoyancy 
and. vigour suddenly meets with us; 
weakens our strength by the way, and 
appoints to us anxious days and wearisome 
^ghts of pain and danger. If ''he does 
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not 'willingly afflict/' he has doubtless some 
-object worthy of his wisdom^ and in har** 
mony with his goodness, in thus distressing 
his helpless and dependent creatures. It 
is not merely to show his power — to terrify 
us by a sight of the instruments of torture, 
ever at his command ; but if terrified, it 
is designed to arouse us from fatal indif** 
ference, and constrain us to " fly from the 
wrath to come." 

One would suppose that the practical 
conviction induced by disease of what it 
would be possible for us to suffer, were we 
to fall as sinners only *' into the hands of 
the living God," would work an impression 
never to be effaced, and lay us low before 
him, as the humblest supplicants. Call to 
mind your utter inability to stem the 
progress of disorder ; the strength with 
which it resisted even the best devised 
methods resorted to for your recovery. It 
was not in medicine, in skill, or in tender- 
ness, to secure the result. Although at 
length you recovered, many have sunk, as 
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you know^ under similar attacks^ notwith- 
standing all that art and love could do for 
them. Medicine^ although adapted to 
restore, has no infallible potency ; it waits 
a higher commission, and when thus com- 
missioned, it does its office. 

Surely, one benefit to be derived firom a 
dangerous illness is the conviction, that 
the strong must forbear to glory in his 
strength ; — a sense of entire dependence 
for being, and well-being, on One whom 
hitherto we have placed out of view ; as 
if the life we possessed, and the health we 
enjoyed, were our own, — ^not a boon, — 
not recallable in a moment, and at a 
word ! How incalculable the advan- 
tage to be anticipated firom ' affliction, 
where this first step is taken towards a 
just knowledge of ourselves, and of God ! 
— this feeling of dependence restored to 
its due influence over the mind ! Can you 
recollect no latent rioting of the spirit, as 
proprietor, ai^id arbiter, which the. un- 
looked-for interference of a power practi- 

c 
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callj unacknowledged heretofore did, £dt 
a time at least, break up and destroy ? 

Happjis that muid> ^vdikh, in Ihe spring 
and glow of youth, of health tad elai^tic 
activity, is yet led, by a small still voice, to 
consider its comparative nothingness as a 
creature ; that as a sinful creature it is 
**less than nothing, and vanity ;*'• to ac- 
knowledge its dependence for all it is, 
enjoys, or hopes for, upon a power above 
itself; humbly to hold all as a tenure at 
will; to employ all, as imder a govern- 
ment most reasonable ; and to d&vote all, 
as a willing expression of grateful love. 

But instances are not nmnerous of this 
early wisdom. It is seldom that we reason 
thus justly, thus philosophically, I might 
say, till the rod has been held over us; 
perhaps till we have suffered even long and 
heavily. But there is an adaptation in the 
disc;LpIihe of a sick chamber to teach, what 
we might indeed have known, but had 
never considered, without it. Under such 
cireumstancesj we cannot but feel ourselves 
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the prisoners of a Being wholljuncontrol* 
lable. We may^ as **a bullock unac- 
customed to the yoke," fret and rebel at 
the infliction, — ^may toss and foam as ^^ a 
mid bull in a net;" but the meshes are too 
strong for us ; and it is held by a hand, 
the grasp of which we cannot relax. 
Struggle is vain : in time we find it so, 
and. begin to consider, that to beg for 
release is all we can do towards obtaining 
it. Thus is the mind brought down from 
its sufficiency; and that only attitude 
suited to a creature, and an offending 
creature, is at length attained, the atti- 
tude of prayer. 

Besides this, the incessant interference 
of the world, its needftd occupations, per- 
petual interrupticms, or its recreations, 
more or less allowable, are for a time sus- 
pended. The frivolous and pleasureJoving 
among our associates, stand aloof from our 
calamity. We are severed from them as 
by a great gulf, which we cannot, and they 
would not pass. They indulge their follies 
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and pursue their sports^ endeavouringjif 
they can, to forget the retired sufferer* A 
consciousness of exposure to similar dis^ 
aster, renders the recollection of him 
grating or frightful. So are we left alope. 
A few indefatigable friends, two or three 
who have really loved us, remain only^ Uh 
tread gently, and speak in whispers^ and 
share with us the gloom^ perhaps more thjaji. 
share in the anxieties, of a sick chambeXr^ 
It is now truly a favourable moment to 
converse with our own hearts, and with God, 
In a situation thus humiliating, and in 
a seclusion to which the light of day, 
and the bustle of the streets below, seem, 
but a strange mockery, our condition as 
sinners, — ^perhaps as sinners dying, — stands 
out before us in strong relief. O how vain 
and worthless, how unwelcome, and even 
offensive, does that bustle now appear to, 
us! To exclude the sun, and tp deaden 
the sound, is our impatient desire, aAd the^, 
kind endeavour of those by whom we are 
nursed. We are shut up, by our own. 
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consent, with darkness, and stillness, and 
sfblitude ; and whether or not we consent 
to it, with pain, restlessness, debility, and 
dinger; the more alarming forms of disease 
thibkening around us; one after another 
unfavourable, symptom becoming sensible 
to ourselves, and tacitly acknowledged in 
the sblicitous countenances of the few 
that attend us. Even the physican looks 
serious; and unwilling, but unavoidably, 
we gather a fearful suspicion from his fre- 
quent visits, and evident anxiety. 

It is now that the past and the future 
press in upon us. The foolish past — the un- 
known, terrible fiiture! How strangely 
true, and new, as if but just communicated, 
do the familiar truisms of religion now 
appear to us ! That " one thing," and but 
one thing, is needful, seems an astonishmg 
factf hitherto quite unperceived by us. We 
had heard the words, and understood their 
meaning, had we been called to explain 
them; but the truth contained in them 
had never before so much as glanced on 
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our stupidity. It had not till then occurred 
to us^ that really, and without exaggeration, 
there is nothing in the ' world, — ^^neither 
youth, nor beauty, nor health, nor plenty^ 
nor firiends, nor love; — neither distmction, 
amusement, literature, taste, science, nor 
business; — not even parents, sisters, wife, 
husband, or children; — that nothing in 
the world is absolutely essential to our 
happiness and safety, except religion, and 
that this is ; — that deprived of all, or of 
the capability of enjoying all the rest, 
we may yet be safe and happy, beyond 
the possibility of danger, with this one 
needful, neglected, ill-understood posses- 
sion. With the forgiveness of our sins, 
and a conscious interest in the ^* salvation 
which is of God, by faith in Christ Jesus," 
we feel that the gloom of sickness and 
even the solemnities of death, might be 
encountered without dismay, nay, even 
with unspeakable delight and triumph. 
O for such a hope ! we see, as we never 
was, its unutterable value. 
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It is, my dear — r-, to reduce, or more 
correctly, to elevate the spirit to reflections 
such as these, that our compassionate 
Parent lifts the rod. Other means had 
been found iheflectual. The rational nature, 
on which we plume ourselves, had long 
had before it sufficient data from which 
to reason. Appeals had been made, in 
various forms, to the understanding, the 
principle of interest, and the affections ; 
we had even been the imwilling spectators, 
many a time, of executions, in which our 
associates had suffered for treasons similar 
to our own; one, and another, and an* 
other, in every direction, — the young, the 
healthy, the gay, and the careless, no less 
than the aged and thepro^gate, — ^had been 
cut off by slow or by sudden disease, imder 
our eyes ; and yet, after the first pang, we 
went forward, forgetting our own mortality, 
or at least deferring till a future day the 
serious consideration of it. And thus 
should we have gone on still, if expos- 
tulation had not come to us in another 
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fenny and nearer home. We were ourselves 
brought to the brinks and compelled to 
look into the grave! and what was the 
result of that fearful view ? 

May God preserve in imperishable 
freshness upon your hearty the spirit of 
the desire, then : expressed with simple 
earnestness — ** Should my life be spared 
through this affliction, I hope I shall be 
very different from what I have been." 

Now is the time in which, your life 
having been spared, — your vigour renewed, 
-r-your opportunities restored, — ^you we 
called upon to remember the vows thus 
made in trouble. That . you may. reap 
the etenial benefit of that remembrance, 
is, dear— — — , the. constant prayer of 
yours. .... 
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LETTER IV. 



In expressing so fervently a hope to be 
different from what you had been, there is 
certainly imjdied the conviction, that your 
condition hitherto had been a bad one; 
not right, and, therefore, not safe. Nov7 as 
you will admit that this was the view 
distinctly entertained of your past life, and 
that with no small decision and earnestness, 
when alive to apprehensions of immediate 
danger, allow me to put you for a while 
upon the salutary inquiry, what, in fact, 
had been the state of your mind, as in 
the view of God, and in preparation for 
eternity, up to the period of your late 
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illness ? It may be better to look at it a 
little in detail, than to satisfy yourself 
with the broad conclusion, that all was 
wrong. 

And now may I be allowed, although 
never admitted to the privacy of your 
confidence on subjects connected with per- 
sonal religion, — (alas ! we might nearly as 
well have been heathens, if familiar inter- 
course on this great topic were to be the 
test of our Christianity,) — may I be allotted 
to unveil to you, so far as some knpwledge 
of my own heart, and some observation of 
hearts beating around me, may enable me 
to do so, those which I think may have 
been the workings of your mind; what its 
habitual condition, and what the move- 
ments by which occasionally it has lt>cen 
disturbed? It is probable that iu some 
pointSi perhaps in many, I may be mis- 
taken,.; it is not in me to descend with a 
clear light into the chambers of thought 
and feeling, curtained round by other 
breasts ; but you must decide in how &r 
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I am correct. Forgive me where I exceed, 
and yourself supply the deficiency where I 
fail. Gladly indeed would I lay down the 
pen, if assured that, unprompted firom 
without, you would imdertake the needful 
review. 

There is One whose prerogative it is to 

know the heart ; — to him, my dear , 

you must give the replies suggested by 
my inquiries, or by your own ; and ear- 
nestly look to him with that petition, so 
needful to every one of us, " Search me, 
O Lord, and try me, and see what wicked 
way there is in me, and lead me in the 
way everlasting." 

You have, firom your youth up, known 
generally so much of Christianity in its 
plan and requirements, that I thii|k I may 
say, without hazard, you have niever felt 
satisfied with your conditio^, ds one of 
security. With little openly culpable in 
your conduct, ydu have yet too much 
floating. knowledge to augur well for your- 
self, except on the supposition of fiiture 
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chaDge. You are not so far deceived a3 
to think yourself safe now. Nor, t am 
persuaded, are you one by whom religion 
has been wholly disregarded. There are 
those who treat it with perfect indifference 
— ^never expend a thought on their eternal 
interests ; nor, till awakened by sudden 
sickness, . or . scarcely then, have ever 
glanced at the solemn inquiry, ""What 
shall I do to be saved ?'* Strange hardness 
and blindness of the human heart! But 
perhaps while, conceding thus far, I am 
but stating so many aggravations of your 
danger, because it has not been with a 
conscience uninformed, or wholly torpid, 
that you have gone on in the path of folly. 
The easiness of delay, — that most easy of 
all dangerous things, — or the strength of 
temptation, or the almost secure possession 
of future opportunity, has cheated you 
into " neglect of the great salvation ;** but 
your sleep has been a waking sleep, — 
sensible that the^day was come, and it 
was time to bestir yourself. 
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• A sort of even, regular uneasiness, 
seldom amounting to emotion, but suffi- 
cient to rob you habitually of peace of 
mind, has been, as I judge, the average 
level of your feelings. It is probable also 
that the thought of death, suggested by- 
some slight indication of disease in your-^ 
self, or stroke of providence under your 
eye, would excite, even in your gayest or 
busiest moments, a degree of agitation, 
not readily subdued. But in what way 
have you met these misgivings-^this cold 
chill of the conscience ? Always perhaps 
by a secret, implied, unexpressed reserve 
of intention for some fiiture period of 
decided change ; — ^by the thought, scarcely 
framed into words, but still acting as a 
perpetual sedative to troublesome anxiety, 
" O surely I, — /, shall never be lost !r— I 
am not an. infidel, — I believe all that I 
read and hear of the necessity of sal- 
vation,— such a salvation as is proffered 
by Christ in the gospel ; — I know it i» 
as well the most happy, as the only safe 
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course to accept it; and having life yet 
before me^ and a firm conviction of the 
excellence and the needfulness of religion 
in the hearty — of pardon and of holiness, — 
I cannot believe but that some daj, in 
some way, I shall be a partaker of it." 
Perhaps I am not mistaken in supposing 
that in this manner the uneasiness of con- 
viction has been smothered for years. 
This some day had not yet arrived^ when 
suddenly the grave was, as it were, opened 
beneath you, and scarcely another day 
could be safely calculated upon ! 

Did you ever propose to yourself the 
question, ** What can there be in tOHoaorrow 
better fitting me for a serious change, than 
in to-day ?*' If not, pursue it with rational 
attention through a few inquiries now, 
and ask yourself, "Has the progress of 
time alone conferred upon me a degree of 
mental faciUty towards religious objects 
greater than I felt twelve months ago? 
or do I not find that my feelings this year 
are, vdth scarcely a variation, the same as 
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they were the last ? What ditference for 
good can be effected by my sleeping a few 
hours in the interval, between the dis- 
positions of my heart to-day, and those of 
which I shall be conscious to-morrow ? 
I see that where a streani has long flowed, 
it works for itself a channel, every year 
deeper and more difficult to turn ; and is 
it not thus with me ? Could I now even 
use my left hand with the same readiness 
as my right ? and if not, for what 
reason ? Is it not to the force of habit, 
the silent influence of time on its daily 
exercises, that such a preference must be 
referred ? Do I not observe, in every 
department of my employments and tastes, 
that those to which I have been long ac- 
customed I could with difficulty relinquish? 
and if in these, how much more in my 
affections — the habits of my heart ! Do I 
feel that it would be easier to change the 
current of these my moral tastes now than 
it would have been ten years earlier ? 
No certainly! I dare not so deceive 
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myself." And yet is not this the deception, 
the very point and nucleus of that decep- 
tioni under which you have been, almost 
tranquilly, going forward, as you knew, 
on the road to destruction? 

What but this strange delusion, — the 
fancy that reUgion wiU be more agreeable 
or more easy in time to come, than it is now, 
or than it ever has been, — ^has allowed you a 
moment's ease, well convinced as you were 
that as yet you had no religion, or none 
that you could regard, with settled peace, as 
genuine? Can you have reflected upon the 
position in which you stand? Strange if 
you have not ! If, without carrying in your 
bosom the opiate of an absolute infidelity, 
you can have remembered your danger, but 
never thought of it\ and yet other than this 
I cannot conclude. Of you and of millions 
it must be inferred, that they do not 
expend one serious, rational inquiry, upon 
the alternatives before them ; but with the 
levity of a lunatic, and with less of reason 
than pertains to the lower creation, put out 
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of sight the most imperative of all questions, 
satisfied to draw the curtams of another 
night only between themselves and eternal 
condemnation ; confiding in to-morrow for 
the peradventure of escaping it ! To- 
morrow ! which, alas ! to how many n^ver 
comes ! and to how many more, comes but 
to diminish the sensibility, strengthen the 
habits, add to the difficulties, break the 
promises, increase the guilt, lessen the hope^ 
perpetuate the foUy, and confirm the ruin 
of to-day ! 

Will you add your own unhappy name 
to the catalogue of those who have thus 
tacitly surrendered all that is truly good in 
human existence, all indisputably on the 
continuance of which for enjoyment the 
mind can calculate ? Time alone, as you 
do not deny, breaks no habit ; its daily 
effect is to strengthen all. Time alone 
brings with it no disposition towards the 
breaking of habits; it more strongly indis- 
poses even to the eflbrt. Time makes 
slaves, miserable slaves; but never will 

D 
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time alone redeem us from slavery. We 
plan and muse upon freedom till the 
liberty of the spirit is gone; and gone^ 
not because in strenuous combat we have 
been overcome, and led in triumph by some 
giant antagonist, but because in amazing 
fplly, we have submitted to be bound hand 
and foot, with thread after thread, till a 
tissue has been woven around us which no 
effort from within can sunder ! The thought 
of to-morrow fans the hopes and sucks the 
blood of the soul at the same moment. 

My dear ,will you consent to die the 

horrid death ? If not, rise and be doing 
without one frirther subterfrige. Speak 
honest truths to your conscience, to your 
reason ; and pray for both the ear to hear^ 
and the heart to retain them. 

Believe me, 

Solicitously yours. 



THE CONVALESCENT. 35 



LETTER V. 

Perhaps, if we would be honest to our- 
selves, there is no habit would be more 
beneficial in its effect on the character, or 
facilitate more a serious attention to our 
state before God, than the endeavour to 
put our secret reasonings and unspoken 
motives into words. " Without partiality 
and without hypocrisy," to read to our- 
selves, from time to time, a description of 
our conduct, and the feelings in which it 
originated; and with an eye unflinching 
from the abysses of folly or depravity into 
which we must penetrate, to express in 
language, things of which we are conscious, 
but from the contemplation, or the due 
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estimate ol whicb, we bave habitually 
shrunk. 

If such an exercise were vigoiously 
substituted for the useless, senseless, or 
worse than senseless reveries, in which the 
mind wastes its energies, and the soul its 
time, it would put us in possession of a 
fimd of self-knowledge and unoffending 
reproof altogether invaluable. We should 
every day gather lessons of humility, not 
only as in the presence of God, who 
already ** knoweth what is in man," but 
affecting our carriage towards every one 
to whom we stand related. How much 
of forbearance should we now exercise; 
now vnllingly take the lowest room ; and 
carrying our discoveries daily to the 
Strong for strength, how obviously should 
we grow in wisdom, and in favour both 

with God and man ! My dear , enter, 

yrith more than the greatness of *' him 
that taketh a city," on this salutaiy pro- 
cess ; — translate yourself into plain words, 
your thoughtsi wishes, conduct; — speak 



THE CONVALESCENT. 57 

with as little reserve of yourself, as you 
may have spoken or thought of others ; — 
if you are alone, speak aloud; you will 
perhaps both start and blush, but you will 
learn more than the most sagacious of your 
advisers can suggest to you. 

It is probable that a little conversation 
with your own heart, thus undissembled, 
would secure your assent to much of my 
last letter: thus have you felt; thus 
allowed yourself to be deluded. Yet 
occasionally, and for a time, I am safe in 
supposing, that habitual deceivings have 
been broken in upon — ^broken up : some 
exciting address, or awakening providence, 
has recalled you to sanity of thought and 
reflection. You have set to, in good 
earnest, as it seemed, to work out your 
salvation; have felt that you were in im- 
minent peril-that opportunity was fest 
ebbing out; that it was true, time did 
nothing but hasten, and render more 
terribly probable, your perdition ; and you 
have resorted therefore to prayer and 
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Other religious meanS) with an earnestness^ 
combining, alas! more of fear and im-« 
patience, than of humihty and grief. For 
some little space you have knocked, knocked 
again, but there was no answer* You 
forgot your own long sUence, your own 
deaf ear, your own deep slumbers ; forgot 
how plainly it is written, that ** men ought 
always to pray, and not to &int;" and you 
thought it strange, hard, wrong, to be thus* 
neglected. You secretly accused your of- 
fended Sovereign of breaking his promise 
towards you ; turned the current of youi^ 
upbraidings, not articulately, but in deep 
seated feeling, from your own conduct, to 
his ; and after a few more days, or hours 
oni;itnugbt be, of disquieting resentment, 
gradually abandoned all effort, and for the 
present, all hope. 

Thus have you stepped briskly back to 
the world again; endeavouring to carry 
with you the satisfaction of having at least 
done your duty in this demand upon your 
Maker. If you were not saved, it could 
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not now be* justly charged upon yourself: 
it must be the result of some bann placed 
upon your happiness; some decree by 
which, notwithstanding his professions, God 
did in reality shut out your prayer. To 
such a decree you could, and henceforward 
therefore you would, oppose no resistance. 
If you were to be saved, you would be, — 
secretly you flattered yourself that so in 
fact it would prove, and this quieted your 
immediate concern* But if not ? — ^you did 
not allow yourself to dwell on this alter- 
native ; but, if not, why you could not 
help it ; and the less your life was embit- 
tered by these dolorous reflections, the 
better. Thus must I infer, that, like the 
house " swept and garnished," having 
allowed the foul spirit to obtain entrance 
again, the state of your mind has been 
' worse, less impressed and less impressible, 
than it was before. 

In presenting this brief outline of what, 
as I conceive, may have been your moral 
course, I do not profess to have traced it 
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with accuracy ; neither would* I suppose 
that the prominent points, the fearful ex* 
tremes have ever been fiiUy realized in your 
experience. They are but hints, under 
which the varieties of feeling might be 
classed. Never I trust has your heart ex- 
pressed, in distinct conception, the sad con- 
clusion, never " written such bitter things 
against itself;" nor thus recklessly '^trea- 
sured up to itself wrath against the day of 
wrath." But your thoughts have silently 
fallen into these channels — say if they 
have not ; have taken the taint and poison 
of the soil; and in this way, after such a 
manner, have occasional impressions been 
counteracted. 

I say occasional impresaons, from the 
belief, that at several distinct periods of 
your life you have been the subject of 
them. A sight of the importance of sal- 
vation, and even of the excellence and 
loveliness of religion, apart firom the secu- 
rity involved in it, has at different times 
engaged your wishes and resolutions, so 
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deeply as almost to persuade you to be a 
Christian ; but it has been an almost not- 
withstanding. There was^ stilly as it were, a 
lower floor in your heart, among the inte- 
rests of which your floating Christianity 
failed to penetrate. There was always a 
reserve. It was at best but a partial 
giving up ; and if I may so express my- 
self, it was something more akin to the 
poetry of religion, than the reality of it, 
with which you were in love. You could 
perceive the beauty of moral harmony; 
see the fitness of the divine requirements ; 
the happiness which they are adapted to pro- 
duce ; and, for the well-being of mankind 
you could say with animation, " Thy 
kingdom come." But the glory of God 
was a motive less influential. You derived 
a feeling of sublimity from the contempla^ 
tion of Christianity as an universal benefit; 
but the ramification of its conunand over 
the afiections, the privations, the small as. 
well as the great occasions of hiunan life ; 
its descent into the thoughts, purposes and 
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reveries ; the entire uprooting of pervading 
motives^ and the introduction of one 
wholly new and paramount— ^Ae love of 
Godf were left out of your survey, or oc- 
cupied but a stinted and neglected por- 
tion of the field of vision. 

Your religion, therefore, " having no root 
in itself," exercising no constraining in-* 
fluence over the principles of action, and 
the materials of happiness, ^^ soon withered 
away: " it was not in truth worth the toil 
of preserving, for it " brought no fruit to 
perfection." You rightly judged, that the 
interests of the present world might conduce 
more to your enjoyment than such a re- 
ligion ever coidd do. Not only were you 
the subject of incessant struggle, but it 
was a vain struggle, one that ended in daily 
defeat. And this perhaps is the most pal* 
pable distinction between the struggles of 
a heart as yet unregenerate, and those of 
one in which the grace of God has begun 
its effectual operation. The christian life 
is at all times a scene of conflict^ but the. 
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true disciple gains victories ; not always^ 
but with increasing frequency, until at 
length he becomes " more than conqueror." 
He who enters the warfare " at his own 
charges/' daily finds his resources fail, and 
at last gives up the field. May you never 
parley with such a thought ! 

I should judge that during a long period^ 
almost from the time of emerging from 
childhood, or early youth, your moral history 
has, again and again, touched the points 
described above : alternating between con- 
viction and indifference, and traversing with 
easy ingenuity the same declivity, I have 
no evidence from which to conclude^ that 
up to the hour of immediate danger your 
progress had been any thing more satisfac- 
tory than from one subterftige to another; , 
ever depending on indefinite resolutions, 
and ill-founded, unscriptural, inefficacious 
hopes. You set religion always before you 
^ an object to be aimed at, but too dis- 
tantly to guide you a single step towards 
it. The world, with its incessantly diverting 
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interests, its pleasures, and even duties, lay 
all between you and that fer country ; nor 
did you make one self-renoundng, conti- 
nuous, dependent effort, to surmount its 
enchantments. 

Am I, my dear , greatly mistaken 

in this representation of what you have 
been ? Had you, during the years of re- 
sponsibility which have already sped away 
with the record of misimprovement, made 
any advance, greatly differing from, or much 
beyond the view I have here given ? I fear 
not. Rather might you lament, as it was 
expressed on the death-bed of one whom 
I knew many years ago, '^ I have gone on 
aU my life smning and repenting, sinning 

and repenting ! — and now !" Thus 

she died ! forlorn and unquiet, and afford- 
ing reflection, O how little consolatoiy, to 
those who survived her! 

That the warning and the mercy of your 
late illnessmay be permanentin their effects, 
is most fervently the prayer of 

Yours affectionately. 
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LETTER VI. 



If such, my dear , had been, with 

so many advantages, the amount of your 
personal religion up to the period of your 
late illness ; if the admonitions of conscience 
and of the word of God had produced no 
effect beyond the alternations of emotion 
and indifference described in my last letter ; 
you will not feel surprise that the voice of 
providence should at length have been su- 
peradded ; and you will regard the severity 
of this dispensation as expressing with un- 
equivocal emphasis, the untiring goodness 
of your heavenly Father. Something 
beyond the common routine of reUgious 
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means was obviously needed in order to 
bring you to a pause ; to induce you seriously 
to " consider your ways, and be wise." 

Had He who thus far had spoken in vain, 
&llen in with your hidden wishes, and taken 
the course you were actually pursuing, as 
the reply of your heart to his perpetual 
monitions, he might have cursed you with 
ease and health; might have surrounded 
you with companions whose presence and 
affection should have satisfied for a time, 
and always have occupied and diverted 
from higher satisfactions the yearnings 
of your spirit. He might have filled your 
cup to inebriety, and suffered you to revel 
in pleasures* whether meaner or more 
refined, which alike should have extin- 
guished the thought of eternity, and lulled 
you into a fearful forgetfiilnessof your souj 
and its destination. But this he did not do« 
He has all resources at his command, and 
is never in lack of means by which to 
awaken the most indifferent, or to reclaim 
even the most determined* O that we could 
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but — would but, admit to our minds the 
conviction of how entirely we lie within 
his hand ! 

How often does the young heart bound 
with a feeling of independent power! — 
PlaTi, and act, and revel, as if life, and 
time, and circumstance, and pleasure, were 
all under safe control, and would answer to 
the bidding of the buoyant spirit I How 
mournful is it to witness this impetuous 
driving at favourite objects ; this feeling of 
proprietorship in earthly good ; heedless of, 
or, it may be, contemning the suggestion, 
that the hand of Providence may interfere 
to thwart the design, to blight the gourd, to 
turn the current, to change the entire 
aspect of things around us ; and to make 
us, beyond the possibility of escape or cavil, 
the prisoners of Omnipotence, compelled 
to admit that our wisdom and our vigour 
are but as burnt tow ! 

Whatever may have been the thought 

of your heart, my dear , as you 

stepped forward with Ufe in prospect, you 
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have not been left to its folly. God has 
in mercy arrested you. He has met you 
at the threshold with words of warning 
written, or seemingly written, in your 
blood. He has uncovered the grave to 
you ; has made something of the terrors 
of the invisible world to pass before you ; 
has placed you on, as we feared it might 
prove, the last step — a step from which 
another must have borne you to his bar, 
and from which, how many, not better 
prepared than yourself, have been hurried 
into his presence, and forced to " give an 
accoimt of the things done in the body, 
whether they were good or bad !" and there, 
how did he xjonverse with you ? Do you 
not still remember the voices heard in 
your conscience, while, as it were, on the 
verge of two worlds ? 

Till then, with what mute assent did 
you receive the representations of those who 
longed after your salvation ! No anxiety 
could divine whether or not you listened 
with interest. You did not refuse or 
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contradict ; but neither did one look, much 
less a whisper, convey the encouraging 
thought that they fell on a willing heart. 
It was indeed heavy work to toil on. But 
then, there was a speaker heard within, 
and your ear was open, and your eye 
was inquiring, and the unwonted request 
escaped you, "Will you not pray with 
me ? " O my dear , I cannot ex- 
press to you the music of that word to 
our anxious feelings ! We had, in anguish, 
been praying for you. Almost every 
breath had borne a secret ejaculation for 
mercy ; but it seemed to our impatience 
as if not only were " the earth under us 
iron," but "the heaven over us brass." 
There was no encouragement. We might 
form conjectures, and mould them into 
wishes, or even hopes, but there had been 
no evidence on which a hope, at once 
rational and scriptural, could be founded. 
We were, as it is commonly expressed, in 
the dark, wholly in the dark, respecting 
your eternal condition ; and whenever the 
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weight of this convictioii pressed upon 
our spirits, and the awfiil alternatives 
implied in it revealed themselves to our 
minds, can you wonder that the stroke 
impending over our tenderest affections 
was lost sight of, considered as nothing, 
in comparison with the great question yet 
unresolved, of saved or lost/ It was indeed 
with pleasure, therefore, that we heard 
that unusual, feehle, anxious cry, " Will 
you not pray with me ? " 

It seemed for the moment as if all we 
had heen wrestling for had heen suddenly 
granted — granted beyond recall. We 
thought of you as now under real con- 
viction ; aware of the peril in which you 
stood, both for time and eternity ; as seek- 
ing, and therefore as finding, life ever- 
lasting ; and for a short time we had ''joy 
and gladness, a feast and a good day :" so 
eager are we to believe as we desire. That 
you should recover to bodily health we 
still implored earnestly ; but the thought 
of separation was no longer agony ; we 
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felt as if now it were possible to say, " Thy 

will be done." My dear , I pray 

that we may not have rejoiced too soon. 
May " God, who is rich in mercy to all 
who call upon him/' answer that petition. 

Your ever affectionate. 



d2 
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LETTER VII. 



Allow me, my dear , to lead 

your thoughts back for a while into the train 
vhich seemed so just and needful in Ae 
hour of danger. You saw yourself a sin- 
ner ; — that term, which had so many times 
passed over your ear without conveying a 
shade of meaning, now struck you with 
the force of a condemning sentence. The 
forgetfulness, the indifference, the alien- 
ation of heart which had marked your 
former character, now stood out before you 
without palliation or disguise, as sins. 
You saw that such a condition was not 
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merely the naturalj pardonable^ unavoid- 
able, result of youth, and its innocent in- 
terests ; but that it was exactly the state 
described by the word of God as being 
'* enmity against him.!* You had " liot 
liked to retain the thought of God in your 
knowledge." As with the strength of a 
bent bow, it returned to its earthly cogi- 
tation, whenever the recollection of God^ 
his rights and power, or even of his mercy 
^nd goodness, was obtruded upon your 
mind. You now saw and felt that this 
was the expression of a nature that had 
deeply revolted. That it was hatred, 
though covqrt hatred, of your best friend ; 
^d you fell down under the conviction 
that you were altogether guilty. You 
perceived the deep ingratitude of such a 
condition. For how many years had the 
mercy of God waited upon you, " waited 
to be gracious I ** How many times had the 
need and the suitableness of salvation by 
Jesus Christ appealed to your convictions ! 
Sow often had . you made and broken 
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promises of repentance! And seeing all this» 
you were ready to say, " There is no hope.** 
To my mind your situation was one of 
imminent hazard; one that might well 
affect you as it did. I thought so then, 
and I think so now ; but let me inquii^e 
your own cool opinions, — did the anxiety 
you then manifested result from a view of 
the case, just or exaggerated ? were you in 
circumstances more hazardous then than 
you are now ? You had, unquestionably, 
a more vivid view of your circumstances. 
You saw, that which your Maker had seen 
every year and day of your existence, during 
which he had continued to say, " Turn ye, 
turn ye, for why will ye die ? ** yet you had 
not turned. You saw, that which your 
Saviour had seen during the thoughtless 
seasons of childhood and youth, now ad* 
vancing upon maturity, and over which we 
may well suppose he would say, as of old, 
" How often would I have gathered you 
as a hen gathereth her chickens imder her 
wings, and ye would not ! " You saw, that 
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which your anxious friends had seen^ and 
mourned over ; that which had given bit- 
terness to their anguish, and indescribable 
poignancy to their fears. You saw yourself 
an unforgiven sinner, with the bar of God 
in immediate prospect, and an irreversible 
sentence, within but a few days, it might 
be, of being pronounced upon you ; and 
opening your eye steadily to such contem* 
plations, your heart sank within you, and 
you uttered that urgent cry, " God, be 
merciful to me a sinner!" 

But let me ask whether, having regained 
the prospect of life for a while longer, you 
are on that account entitled to lay aside 
this wholesome anxiety ? are you safer now 
than then? Does any evidence suggest 
itself to your mind, from which to infer that 
your condition has altered for the better ? 
I cannot read the heart, but how do you 
read it ? Are you as you hoped to be, 
"different from what you had been ? " or 
have you not another forgotten appeal to 
account for? — another opportunity for 
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reflection, and call to repentance, and pang 
of conviction, registered against you^ as 
unimproved ? 
My dear , should these suspicions 

b. l,«.,-,bid. ,o«. ™. JL«. 

must decide^ — dreadful as it would have 
been to die then, it would have been more 
tolerable than to die now* You would 
now have the remembrance of that season 
of mercy, gone! — those fears, and prayers^ 
and promises, gone ! — that full persuasion 
of your danger, and cry for pardon, gone • 
Gone, without leaving on your mind any 
sanative impression ; without altering the 
course of your life, the tenor of your daily 
thoughts, or the bent of your affections* 

With what feelings would you, at the 
time, have regarded such an issue, had it 
been revealed to you that your petitions 
for life and health would indeed be 
granted ; but that, instead of being dif- 
ferent, you would continue the same as you 
ever had been ! That the great mercy of 
your recovery, that for which we prayed 
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with SO mucli earnestness, would be, to all 
good purposes, frustrated and forgotten;- 
the views you freely admitted of your 
spiritual state, gradually laid aside ; and 
no change take place in your habits or 
affections. That you would feel no increase 
of gratitude to God, nor desire to honour 
him ; would not in any way express a sense 
of his goodness, but would go on with re- 
newed elasticity in business or in folly, mag- 
nifying trifles, and neglecting the greatest 
of all realities, until either strokes more 
severe should correct the infatuation, or 
prosperity, then a curse, should encase 
your mind against all ftiture conviction. 
Would you not have said, with an ancient 
sinner, "Is thy servant a dog that he 
should do this thing ?" Could you then 
have believed, and yet can you now dis- 
believe, such a state of things ? Is it not 
too much to be feared, that both the judg- 
ment and the mercy, should they aflect 
you no further, are gone to write their 
mournful testimony against you in the 
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^' books that shall be opened/* when the day 
of grace, and all hope of repentance, shaU 
also be gone for ever ? Can you come to 
any other conclusion, than that you are 
now in circumstances more alarming than 
you were during the deepest anxieties of 
your late illness ? 

Lay this thought to heart. Ask if it 
be not a just inference, and then rejoice 
unspeakably that the day of grace, and 
the hope of repentance, are not yet gone. 
" Seize the kind promise while it waits/* 

Believe me. 

Affectionately yours. 
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LETTER VIII. 



How nearly may the history of a single 
mind, in its progress through this scene 
of probation, be regarded as the general 
history of almost the entire human family : 
of those, at least, who enjoy light an^ 
opportunity about equal. They may 
move in higher or in lower spheres ; may 
occupy a smaller or a larger circle ; but, 
unless the subjects of that change which 
we express by the word conversion, how 
safely may we calculate the brief course 
which alike they pursue. 

The sight of a crowd is at all times 
affecting to me. How many individus^ 
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histories, and yet how near a resemblance, 
considered as creatures passing towards 
the final account ! How many minds under 
providential training! How many resist- 
ing its interference; plunging on, and 
away from its discipKne ; and keeping the 
eye resolutely closed to eternal conse- 
quences! arid yet these, it is possible, 
egregious as the folly appears when put 
into words, may be what are called re- 
spectable people ; may constitute a select 
^sembly ; may exhibit the most favour- 
able phase of society — embody most of its 
telative virtues — cooperate in much of the 
good that is doing in their day; may 
discountenance vice — maintain with activity 
the interests of religion in the world — ^lend 
their public influence uniformly on the 
right side-and without hesitation may be 
called respectable people. 

There are few characters on which I 
reflect with thoughts more mournful. 
Hundreds or thousands surround us, 
who, like you, my dear ■ ■ , have known 



THE CONVALESCENT. 61 

the tenderness of conscience natural to 
youth well instructed ; have been met and 
reasoned with by the strokes of Divine 
Providence; have felt alarm and solici« 
tude ; have prayed, prayed often, prayed 
even habitually, — if prayer it might be 
called,-^aDd in seasons of anxiety have 
prayed earnestly also; have wished, and 
hoped, and intended to become genuine 
Christians; have recovered to life, and 
relaxed in their wishes, and deferred their 
intentions ; have gone through this variety 
of conflict time after time ; — till, at lengthy 
the weighty interests of the world have 
rolled heavily in upon them : they have 
become men, overwhelmed with business; 
or women, scarcely bearing up under ever 
recurring daily pressure. They are urged 
onwards, almost without an act of their 
own ; they are on the road, and they must 
proceed, or be crushed by the following 
trains. There is no pause for their spirits^ 
^and thus they go on. 

O the blessedness of having yielded to the 
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voice of mercy in the compaxative leisure 
of, youth! — of being fitted to sustain the 
burdens of life by a piety mature or vigo* 
rousy before the distraction and the burden 
all but incapacitate us for its reception ! 

Sometimes^ perhaps, the recollection of 
former impressions, with a glimpse of 
eternity not far distant, may awaken a 
feeling of uneasiness; but the mind habit- 
uates itself to a state of uncertainty, — fleams 
to put aside the direct contemplation of 
future things, — ^becomes, as years move 
over it, less and less sensible to the friction, 
— Closes its impressibleness, — and at length 
is ensheathed, as it were, in impenetrable 
numbness. Nothing now greatly alarms it. 
Long accustomed to live, life seems a pos- 
session, not a tenure. Long proof against 
the representations of danger, its existence 
is scarcely perceived; and respectable as 
they have been, mourned as they may be, 
yet thus do thousands or millions pass 
from their allotted trial. Wholly unprepared 
for the account to be required of them ! 
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It is probable that the scarcely blame- 
able character they held in society — the 
good they have done/and Tiniformly assisted 
in doing ; the regularity of their attention 
to the cause and services of religion, and 
the intermittings of something like a re- 
ligious impression on their minds; the 
needful giving up of the world, to which 
time, infirmity, or at last the fatal sickness, 
with its undisguisable certainty, constrained 
them ; the being, as it is said, quite happy, 
willing at least to be relieved from a state 
of hopeless sufiering, and incapable, by 
reason of bodily weakness and mental tor- 
por, of the strong emotions of fear ; — ^per- 
haps all these appearances united, together 
with the shrinking of affection from enter- 
taining respecting any we have loved the 
sad alternative, may induce a kind of ac- 
quiescence, a dull belief, among survivors, 
in the safety of those thus dubiously passed 
to the great tribunal ; and christian friends, 
unwilling to wound already bereaved feel- 
ings, and unable to say they are not 
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thus safe and happy, contribute to sustain 
the delusion, in attempts to comfort those 
who are left behind. The fimeral sermon 
admits the charitable construction ; and 
the mourning family imbibes thankfully 
the cordial poison. 

But what is the result on the many who 
remain, and still constitute the respectable 
people of their society? Will it not be na- 
tural that each for himself should draw the 
quieting inference, ** Surely I then am safe! 
I make no decided profession — indulge in a 
few things which prevent me at present 
from doing so ; but I cannot judge myself 
more in danger than the departed. We 
lived pretty much alike. Nothing appeared 
in him more unequivocally of the christian 
character, than in me ; and if now, every 
one hopes well for him, why may not I 
take the comfort of it, and hope well for 
myself?" Thus is the poison perpetuated. 
O the wide-spreading injury which is done 
by one character, undecided only, in re- 
ligion. . 
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Look at congregations^ — there^ and 
there, and there ; in every direction sit 
families of precisely such ; and thus for 
years they have sat; in no degree more 
seriously affected towards eternal things 
than when those years conunenced, and 
the long array of sabbaths and means was 
yet in prospect. Their fathers sat there 
before them, and they now lie in the ground 
adjoining. As it was said of one of old, 
" they died, and were buried ;" and over 
thein the same hopes were breathed as 
now delude their posterity. Never absent 
from their accustomed places, they trod the 
same path, '^ went and came to the place 
of the holy ;*' and the anxious thought, 
justly suggested by their questionable lives, 
has long since subsided. Children, them- 
selves now men and women, gladly think 
of their departed parents as gone to a 
better world, and point out to their chil- 
dren the tombs of their ancestors, without 
a stirring of suspicion relative to their im- 
mortality, whether one of pain, or of joy ! 

F 
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But what saith the Scripture? Com- 
pare carefully the characteristics of Chris- 
tianity and of Christians, as exhibited in 
the word of God, with the monotony or 
the superficialness of much that is current 
for creditable profession, and tremble lest, 
in your own case at any rate, no better 
evidence should exist of a « passing from 
death unto life." How, with the repre- 
sentations of the Bible before us, can we 
entertain respecting many, that *^ sure and 
certain hope of a resurrection to life eves- 
lasting," which the consistent Christian 
leaves concerning him to all by whom his 
course has been witnessed ? There was a 
fragrance in his character ; an unction on 
his spirit; an unquestionable earnestness 
and reality in his reUgion; which could not 
be mistaken — could never mislead. There 
was the evidence of true peace ; a shining 
of the countenance as it moved among the 
interests of this lower world, which disco- 
vered the communion of a happy soul with 
God; a bright tranquillity, which the 
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soirows of time, or the terrors of the law 
of God, could not disturb, for he had been 
with ^* Jesus, the mediator of a better 
covenant." Yes, and from him he had 
imbibed a tender charity towards all man- 
kind: not that paralysis of spiritual dis- 
cernment, which perceives no differences, 
or regards all as alike unimportant; but 
the benevolence of the christian temper: 
that which, rising from the depths of a 
heart ** created anew in Christ Jesus,'* 
distils in love from the lips, and moulds 
the life to a self-denying, active usefulness. 
In some humble measure, ^' the same mind 
was in him that was in his Saviour ;" his 
charity did not deny, but lived to relieve 
the moral, as well as natural miseries that 
surrounded him. There are some who 
manifest themselves to every eye and every 
conscience, as Christians indeed! — some 
for whom we cannot hesitate, we could 
not fear! 

Shall we say then that there are few, 
only these few, who shall be saved ? What 

f2 
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was the reply given by One who could have 
told us^ to this anxious inquiry ? — ^^ Strive 
to enter in at the strait gateT This is the 
use we are to make for ourselves of the 
doubts which hang over the state of others. 
Happily, we are not called to be the judges 
of any. Each '^ to his own master must 
stand or £sdl;*' but it behoves us, seeing 
the danger, to ** give all diligence, lest at 
any time we let these things slip;" lest 
therefore we " fail of the grace of God ;" 
" lest we even seem to come short." If 
many shall indolently, or presumptuously, 
^^ seek to enter in, and shall not be able," 
let us take the warning, and with the word 
of God for our guide, strive but the more 
earnestly to enter in ourselves. 

There may be some, — even of those re- 
specting whom we cannot but doubt till 
the great day shall reveal their real condi- 
tion, — there maybe some, — ^we hope there 
may be many, who have thus " scarcely 
been saved," but who yet, by the mercy of 
a Saviour whom they little honoured, may 
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at last be acknowledged as having " fol- 
lowed him afar off;" but who would risk 
his personal safety on a peradventure thus 
ambiguous ? who would add to the bitter- 
ness of bereaved affection, the anguish of 
such uncertainty in the bosoms of surviving 
friends ? 

We, indeed, before that time, may have 
left you. The wakeful solicitudes which 
at present surround you, may long ere 
then have been closed in the grave! but 
some surely wiU survive by whom you wiU 
be lamented ; some who will say in their 
hearts, " Gone ! but whither ?" O do not 
afflict them with this torturing suspicion. 
As the sun that has set serenely leaves a 
track of radiance to assure us that it still 

shines, so, my dear , let it be evident, 

that a bright day is but beginning with 
you, when darkness shall rest on every past 
scene and pleasure, j 

BeUeve me. 
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LETTER IX. 



I HAVE written &om time to time, as 
opportunity offered, and varying the form 
of expostulation, if it were possible to 
awaken your attention to the great things 
respecting which I write, not without a 
hope that sooner or later, by this or by 
some other means, the blessed change may 
be effected, for which I accompany every 
line with my prayers. With God I know 
it is possible, but to me he has given no 
direct assurance that he will bestow it upon 
others. 

For my own individual salvation, and to 
you, for yours, He has made the fullest and 
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the freest offers, — even promises the most 
unequivocal, that " seeking we shall find;*' 
that " coming to him, we shall in no wise 
be cast out." He has said, in order as it 
should seem to prevent the possibility, or, 
at least, to meet the probability, of a cavil- 
ling self-exclusion from the blessings of the 
gospel, ^* Ho, every one that thirsteth, come 
ye to the waters, and he that hath no 
money; come ye, buy, and eat; yea, come, 
buy wine aud milk without money and 
without price." So free, so open, so ex- 
plicit, are the promises of God to every 
soul, that, thirsting, applies to the fountain 
of mercy ; that, under a sense of ruin, seeks 
salvation for itself. There is at this mo- 
ment a door open. There is pardon ready. 
Your late illness was designed to draw 
your attention to your need of it. Your 
conscience has borne witness to this need ; 
and the Spirit of God has, in ways and at 
times innumerable, remonstrated with you 
on the neglect by which you were risking 
the loss of this great salvation. 
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You know, — ^you have heard even to 
satiety, of the wonderfiil scheme of mercy 
exhibited to the belief of the miserable 
and the gvulty, but have you ever consi- 
dered it ? devoted one quiet hour, or half 
hour, to the contemplation of the amazing 
offer ? Give me that half hour now* Do 
not read merely, but reflect upon, aiKl 
endeavour to bring directly within view a 
your mind, the unspeakable benefit dis- 
played, offered, urged upon you. You 
know well that it is not a questionable 
good. You know that it is a blessing in- 
dispensable to your happiness ; — that utter 
destruction would be a favour incompar- 
ably to be preferred to the inevitable 
consequences of finally rejecting it ; and 
yet, that utter destruction would be longed 
for in vain! 

My dear, dear , what is it that holds 

you back? Taste and see for yourself 
" that the Lord is good," and that " blessed 
are all they who put their trust in him." 
Did you eyer try to imagine the happi-r 
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ness resulting &om a sense of pardon? 
There is within your reach, even yours, 
that "peace of God which passeth all 
understanding;'* a sweet composure of the 
spirit ; a hush of tumultuous passions and 
cares ; the enjoyment that flows, like 
^olian music, from a harmonyf of the 
afiections ; love, the spring of everlasting 
delight, insinuating its sweetness into all 
the exercises of the soul; the fear of 
dying, that constant, depressing anxiety, 
which lies like a shroud over all the pos- 
sessions of time, and which, by only a 
thought, can wither and poison them all, — 
this fear of dying taken away; no con- 
demnation now to be dreaded ; God yout 
friend! God your friend! — and this it is to 
be in Christ Jesus ! this is religion. 

Surely no anguish can be imagined 
greater than that to which the soul, that 
has trifled to the last with blessings such 
as these, must, in the nature of things, 
feel itself consigned! The remembrance 
that they are lost, not by the act of some 
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irresistible tyrant, but by its own amazing 
folly — by its indolence, its procrastina- 
tion, its want of thought, its strange in- 
credulity ! That others have accepted the 
rescue, which it has refused ! others, per- 
haps from the same congregation, the 
same family ; some who had not half our 
advantages, and none who had greater! 
O what an undying worm must be such a 
remembrance ! And are you to endure it? 
No human eye can foresee the solemn 
result; but I am still commissioned to 
** beseech you, as in Christ's stead, be ye 
reconciled unto God." 

Thus encouraged, who would not con- 
tinue to strive and to pray ? to strive with 
and pray for you ? but I recollect no pro- 
mise that secures a favourable answer. 
We can believe in the Lord Jesus Christ 
for ourselves, and rely upon the verity of 
God for salvation ; but for others, the 
warrant for faith is not absolute. I can- 
not hide from my heart the possible issue, 
that after all, after years it may be, of 
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various dispensations towards you; of 
anxious watchings, of alternate hope and 
fear ; I may go down to the grave^ and 
leave you with far less hope than I have 
now, that you will, before it be too late, 
" flee from the wrath to come ! " And O 
the anguish of such a thought, — God may 
leave you, — his remonstrances under every 
form having been, one after another, dis- 
regarded. He may leave you to go down 
yourself to the grave, having, to the last 
moment of an imgratefiil and unprofitable 
life, Vitally neglected the great salvation ! 
How gladly would I cancel every word 
I have written, how thankfully place you, 
were it possible, among the lowest and 
least instructed of the heathen, how cheer- 
fully consign you to hopeless idiocy, ra- 
ther than believe, that after enjoying to 
the full the advantages of religious know- 
ledge, solicitous friends, impressing provi- 
dences, awakening sickness, and the fiirther 
reprieve and expostulation now passing 
over you, with perhaps many more, yet 
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in the qimrer of Him ''whose long-suffer- 
ing,*' unabiued, ''leadeth to repentaiice ;" — 
rather than bdieve, that after all this, and 
with the keen remembrance of opportu- 
mty and .conviction to the last imim- 
proved, you should be called, — compeUed, 
"—you, my beloved, should be compelled ! 
to appear speechless at the bar of a once 
gracious Saviour, but then, and for ever 
to you, an offended, and a righteously 
inexorable Judge ! 

Can I write such things, and believe 
that it may be of you that I write ? Can 
you read such things? Can you for one 
moment, as I earnestly entreat you to do, 
endeavour to realize the expressions as 
describing, unexaggerated, the very cir- 
cumstances, and terrors, and hopelessness, 
of your own soul? No, I will not say 
your soul, that is a term so familiar, as to 
be heard without impression ; but of your 
own self; the same living consciousness 
which at this moment shrinks with natural 
fear from the thought of pain, of death. 
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and of damnation ! Can you realize this 
as your own dreadful condition, and not 
cry out bitterly, — seek till you find, — 
knock till the door is opened, — "fiy for 
refuge to the hope set before you in the 
gospel?'* Alas! insensibility such as this 
has so often been witnessed, that I cannot 
feel sure, whatever I may hope, that y(M 
may not fall another victim to the infatua- 
tion of delay! a folly that has drawn 
millions, while as they thought but plea- 
santly slumbering, down to perdition! 

My dear , may God, to whom I lift 

my heart for wisdom, supply me with such 
thoughts, and such words, as he will not 
disdain to employ, to snatch you ^^ as a 
brand from the burning," and to direct 
you to the Lord Jesus Christ, by whom, — 
O the mercy! the unspeakable relief and 
blessing! — ^by whom you may be saved! 

" The Lord hath built a throne of grace, 
Free, to dispense his pardons there ! " 

Thither go. Yield yourself to the still 
small voice that continues to invite you. 
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Cast yourself at the feet of Him whom 
yoa have so long neglected. ''It is Christ 
who died for you;** Christ, whose Spirit 
even now pleads with you; Christ, who is 
wiUing^, as '' he is able, to save unto the 
uttermost all who come unto Grod by 
him." Lay down your arms! Melt, O 
melt, or beseech him to melt you. He 
has "gifts," the very gifts you need — 
" repentance and remission of sins, even 
for the rebellious ! " Put in your claim ; 
" wait at the posts of his doors ;" " if he 
tarry, yet wait," and remember for your 
encouragement, that " he hath not said 
to the seed of Jacob, Seek ye me, in vain." 
Believe me, with continued prayer and 
anxiety. 

Yours affectionately. 
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LETTER X. 



There is one, my dear , who knows 

the heart, and to him the feelings, how 
latent soever, with which you have read 
the preceding letters, are exposed and un- 
equivocal. If you have regarded them 
with secret disgust, (I speak not for the 
manner, but the matter of them,) he has 
witnessed, and he has recorded, the sad 
result. If with a hasty negligence, desi- 
rous as quickly as possible to finish the 
task, — that he has seen. If when soli- 
cited to pause and reflect, you have passed 
hastily forward, without attempting one 
realizing thought, — if, while he thus called, 
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you refiised to hearken^ — ^he does not fsdl 
to note the tacit reply. 

Alas ! how strangely impervious is the 
heart to every species of expostulation or 
discipline, till softened to receive it by 
the grace of God ! I would not disguise 
to myself, or to you, the true state of 
things; because I believe that it is by 
truth, his own truth, and not by evasions, 
that he chooses to act; by which, as 
means, his grace is commimicated, and in 
which it is honoured. I know you may be 
disposed to say, as, in writing, I have not 
seldom said to myself, (or Satan to me,) 
" why then should these, or any efforts, be 
made ? Lay down the pen; persuasion 
has no efficiency to change the heart-— not 
even to affect it with one wholesome re- 
flection; affliction itself, that weapon 
sharper than words, cannot do it; you see 
and feel that it does not. Without the 
interference of a power which you cannot 
command, nothing will touch the con- 
science, still less convert the soul ! It 
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must be by God, in the free exercise of 
his own prerogative, and by the influences 
of his own Spirit, if a single impression, 
on a single mind, is effected by these 
endeavours !" 

I acknowledge that this is true: but 
shall I lie down in despair, and you in a 
just neglect, because it is so ? God forbid ! 
" I thank God, through Jesus Christ our 
Lord," that this is not the legitimate infer- 
ence to which his truth conducts us. 

We must in reason acknowledge, that in 
a work so difficult as the giving and pre- 
serving a new bias to the mind, directly at 
variance with that under which it has 
hitherto acted, there must be the exercise 
of a power, lodged somewhere — possessed 
either by God or man. Experience and 
Scripture concur to assure us, that conver- 
sion, regeneration, the being bom again, 
is not the mere result of time, or circum- 
stances, or a natural development of cha- 
racter as the judgment becomes mature. 
It is not a progress, but a revulsion ; not 

6 
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a partial^ but a complete change ; not of 
inconsiderable tastes, but of the govenung 
principles and affections of the soul. To 
produce such an effect, an energy of no 
mean strength is plainly requisite. With 
whom then does it abide ? 

I would address the question to your 
own consciousness. Have you, or have 
you not, a real ability to turn your heart 
to God, to preserve it in affectionate alle- 
giance towards Him, and to secure your 
enduring to the end, notwithstanding 
the varieties of calamity, of infidel objec- 
tion, or of sensitive allurement, by which 
your course may be opposed ? Weigh well 
the terms before you reply. Remember, 
it is the heart, not the external conduct, 
for which you stand sponsor. If dis- 
posed to believe that you have such a 
power, may I ask why you have not 
already exercised it? There has been 
stimulus enough to induce you; and life, 
s^ you have learnt, is so precarious, that, 
without your best speed, opportunity may 
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pass awajr before this latent energy has 
rendered you the needed service. 

But have you such a power ?Deliberatey 
and answer that question to your con- 
science^ before you are either discoiuraged 
or angry at finding it elsewhere. Perhaps 
you will say, •* I have at intervals exercised 
something like it, but at present I have 
failed in its continued exercise." And yet, 
allow me to say, you are never likely to 
have freer opportunities, a mind less en- 
cumbered, a Ughter weight of guilt, or 
weaker habits of sin, than you have now. 
You have, withal, had solemn warnings, 
and immediate necessity to rise and be 
doing : on what ground therefore can you 
expect, that the power on which you cal- 
culate, to the thought of which perhaps 
you cling, as a distant reserve against the 
evil day, should, under less favourable cir- 
cumstances, be more available ? At pre- 
sent it has done nothing for you. At times, 
and especially in times of evident danger, 
you have felt uneasy, — have desired to 

63 
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escape deserved suffering, — ^have wished 
for safety, and thought yourself willing to 
accept it with all its conditions, if in no 
other way to be secured : but as the pres- 
sure relaxed, how did you find yourself? 
Had your affections^ not less than your 
fears, been brought into play ? If for a 
season you made an effort towards God 
and his ways, was it in love, or in terror ? 
by constraint, or willingly? And did you 
not recur with real, delighted avidity, to 
the old interests of time, and habitually 
turn aside your thoughts firom those of 
eternity, in exact proportion to the remove 
of apparent danger ? And ever since, have 
you liked or disliked to '^ retain the 
thought of God in your knowledge ?" I 
do not inquire what it is that you think 
you shall like, or promise to like, to- 
morrow, or the next hour, — but what is 
the free outgoing of your desires and tastes 
at the present moment ? Is there not at 
every moment an opposing principle which 
succeeds, moment by moment, to keep your 
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heart estranged from Him ? And if so, 
remember that this is taking you mider 
every advantage for a contrary course, — 
young — instructed — and yet tender, in 
some degree, from recent aflOiiction. 

If then there is still an under-current, 
a disinclination, so strong as to bear down 
any power you have yet opposed to it — 
any which, at the instant now passing, you 
feel that you can oppose to it — is it not 
reasonable to conclude, that the secret re- 
pugnance, sometimes called moral inability, 
which has thus far, and at every turn, 
resisted your progress, and sealed in use- 
lessness your natiural powers, will continue 
to act according to its nature ; and, so long 
as you attempt a renovation leaning only 
to a supposed ability within yourself, will 
oppose and prevent your eflFecting it? I 
think I shall not greatly misrepresent your 
convictions, if I infer, that you have in 
yourself, all circumstances considered, no 
power that ever will be eflFectual to " turn 
you from darkness," and the secret love of 
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it, " to light," permanently— from an evil 
bias to a holy one. 

If this then is the ease in &ct, we might 
as well admit it in doctrine. But must 
we regard it as a discouragement, that al- 
though we cannot help ourselves, God can 
help us ? And yet this is but another way 
of stating the proposition, " that the heart 
is impervious to expostulation or discipline, 
till softened by the grace of God to receive 
it," "We are not rendered worse than we 
find ourselves in truth to be, by admitting 
that even our own vain, vagrant, torpid^ 
impotent, reluctant spirits, may still be 
made to imbibe the sweet influences of 
his mercy ; may become " willing in the 
day of his power ;" and not only so, but 
may be **kept by the power of Grod, 
through faith, unto salvation ;" nay, that 
it can be thus renovated, and secured in 
possession of the benefit, by no inferior 
energy. 

This, my dear , so £ar from re- 

pressing effort andhope, is the only ground 
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on which effort can be made> or a reason^ 
able hope exist. It is because I believe in 
the power, the indispensably needful power 
of God to reclaim the mind, that I say a 
9ingle word towaxds awakening your at- 
tention to its ruin and helplessness. So far 
from regarding the sovereign grace of God 
as leading justly to despair, I must for ever 
despair, and so unquestionably must you, 
without such a resource. Mournful expe- 
rience, not less than the Scriptures, abim- 
dantly assures me, that short of this, every 
argument, providence, persuasion, or threat- 
ening, is equally and absolutely impotent 
to work a genuine change on the soul. 

But here is ground on which humble 
hope stands firmly, and from which, so 
long as life lasts, she needs never be driven. 
The Spirit of God must '' work in us both 
to will and to do " — to will, as well as to 
do; — but hear out the annoimcement ; 
" your heavenly Father will give this Holy 
Spirit to them that ask Him.^* Do not re- 
frain from asking till you can cleax away 
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every cavil with which the enemy of your 
peace^ the opposer of your safety, endea- 
vours to poison the draught thus given to 
your hand. ^* Whosoever will, let him take 
of these waters of life freely." JFio«,ever 
will. It was a simple hut a striking com- 
ment on that word, made by an ignorant 
and wicked man, to whom the good news 
came suddenly: " Whosoever! why that 
means, anybody ! — and if anybody may, — 
then, / may ! " This was sound reasoning : 
strange ! that, obvious as it is, so few can 
see their way to so plain an inference! 
It was taking God at his word. It was 
believing, instead of disbelieving, ''the 
testimony which he has given of his 
Son." 

We secretly fancy ourselves wise and 
modest in starting difficulties, and refu- 
sing to accept the encouragements of the 
gospel simply, as they are given to us : bat 
these our scruples do but in fact " make 
God a liar." They spring from, and con- 
tain, the virus of that imbelief, which is the 
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condemning sin of christian times : " He 
that believeth on Him, is not condemned ; 
but he that believeth not, is condemned 
already, because he has not believed in the 
name of the only-begotten Son of God," 
Believe Him. Believe Him simply. " Be- 
lieve on the Lord Jesus Christ, and you 
shall be saved." Believe that this is a 
statement on the fulfilment of which you 
may, with the weight of an eternal issue, 
confide. 

You shall be saved because he has pro- 
mised ; and '^ He is faithfiil who has 
promised." He knew what you were, 
when the promise was made, and yet he 
gave it, unembarrassed as it stands. He 
could have surrounded it with guards and 
drawbacks, but it seemed good to his wis- 
dom and holiness, not less than to his 
mercy, to throw it open, as a wide fiood- 
gate, for the rush of a perishing world. 
He was as well acquainted with your de- 
pravity as 'with his own resources ; and 
knew, that " as the heavens are higher 
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than the earth/' so boundlessly fiill were 
they to meet the demand. 

Allow yourself to reflect for a while on 
these representations of the mercy, the 
power, and the promises of God for the 
salvation of one, guilty and practically 
helpless as you feel yourself to be. En- 
deavour to imderstand, to enter into them. 
Examine for yourself, whether or not they 
convey the true meaning of the announce- 
ments of the gospel; and if in so doing 
you ascertain, that all this provision for 
the emergencies of a sinner's condition is 
in fact made, — ^that the way is thus open, 
— the needed aid profiered, — the feast pre- 
pared, — the wedding garment waiting, 
white and glistering, — ^and the servants of 
the King already traversing the highways 
of the world, to make the invitation known, 
— if all this you should find to be true 
and real, ask further, what must be the 
consequence of refusal or neglect — 
whether, with such a consciousness you 
could do otherwise than stand at the last, 
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" speechless ?^^ How graphically is the 
pang of final conviction so described! 

Alas I what variety of speeches is made 
now! Some, to reason, — to cavil, — ^by a 
thousand sophistries to evade abundant 
evidence. Some, professedly to inquire, 
but covertly, to delay. Some, to plead 
ignorance, — ^infirmity, — human frailty, — 
temptation; — to complain of mystery in 
the message, or uncouthness in the mes* 
senger; — of present occupation, and the 
impediment of lawful engagements. Some, 
to promise for a more convenient season : 
Some, to ask for help of which they do 
not wish to avail themselves ; — others, to 
deny the necessity of help at all. Some to 
shift the obloquy of decision from man to 
his Maker; — and some, to stigmatize the 
whole as a fable or a fraud! Such are the 
speeches lavishly made, now ! but how will 
the " eloquent orator " stand then ? Is he 
not already conscious of failing points in 
his excuses, which shall gape and rend, till 
not a fragment is left to cover him ? — ^Will 
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he not, after all his bravado, or ingenuity 
of evasion, stand, as this word represents 
him, conscience-stricken and speechless, 
not having one word to offer in defence of 
his wilfuhiess or his folly! There was 
pardon to be had, — he knew there was, — 
but he did not avail himself of it ! — ^Was 
there an objection to this, starting in your 
mind? were you about to say something 
in extenuation of your own conduct ? Look 

at it, my dear , and do not delude 

yourself with sophistries, while now at the 
footstool of Mercy, which will leave you 
speechless at the bar of judgment! "Take 
hold on the hope set before you in the 
gospel" — it is a "hope that maketh not 
ashamed.*' " All things are ready" — and 
" vet there is room." 

May we meet at that table — ^you, and 

Your affectionate, 
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' LETTER XI. 



There are opposite extremes to which 
we are willing to betake ourselves, rather 
than resort to the one narrow way which 
leads, by Divine appointment, to final hap- 
piness. Sometimes, confiding in a sup- 
posed ability within ourselves, we disdain 
every statement that would induce us to 
look beyond for assistance — especially if 
that assistance is proposed to us as indis- 
pensable, and the only efficient power : we 
could do with aid, but more than that we 
are disposed to quarrel with. Another 
cast of mind, or the same mind under other 
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circumstances^ willingly concedes that it 
has no spiritual energy, that it is impotent, 
even '^ dead in trespasses and sins ;*' that 
nothing less than the interference of Al- 
mighty Power can effect the vital change ; 
that even a good thought cannot be framed 
without his influence, and that therefore 
a dead sleep is that which best becomes, 
or which only can in justice be required of 
us ; that we may, or rather must, close our 
eyes, and lie passive, imtil, we know not 
how, a Being whom we cannot control per- 
forms upon us the miracle of conversion. 

In either of these courses our subtle 
adversary is content to allow us to proceed: 
they diverge apparently towards opposite 
points, but they meet at last in the same 
ruin. 

We must not indeed suppose ourselves 
able to rise ; and yet, as we value our souls, 
we must not remain supine. " What 
then," says the petulant spirit, " what then 
am I to do ?" I would reply very briefly, 
Act reasonably: do in this as in other 
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things : observe the rule laid down by God 
himself for you in this emergency, and ob- 
serve the result. He has it in his hand, 
and He will reveal it to you in his own 
time. 

Bear it in mind as a principle of the 
Divine operations, whether in nature, in 
providence, or in gtace, that we are con- 
stantly referred to a system of means, 
and often in cases in which perhaps to our 
folly it might appear to confer more glory, 
both on the wisdom and the power of God, 
for him to have acted without their in- 
tervention. But as soon as creation is 
finished, and a world is given to man to 
occupy, an array of means interposes be- 
tween him and every desirable result. 

We learn to submit to, or, more properly, 
to avail ourselves of this arrangement, in 
all the concerns of life, great and small ; 
and in these we do not complain of it. It 
is only when directed to follow the same 
indications a step further, that we begin 
to demur, and find every thing unreason- 
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able, depressing, or insurmountable. We 
believe that the blessing of God, a blessing 
which we cannot command, or in the 
slightest degree affect, in sending to us 
the early and the latter rain, is necessary 
to the coming harvest ; but do we there- 
fore refuse to sow the seed, or wait to 
ascertain the favour of the seasons before 
we sow it ? We commit it to the ground 
in tacit reliance on the promise, that 
** summer and winter shall not fail." The 
wind bloweth where it listeth, — and how ; 
— we cannot ensure the safety of the most 
precious freight entrusted to the waves ; 
yet are we not discouraged; but taking all 
prudent care upon ourselves, that is, em- 
ploying our natural faculties as far, and to 
the purpose for which they were given us, 
we eiqpose our possessions or our lives on 
the mighty deep.; not disquieted, but 
thankful, to remember our dependence on 
Him "who holdeth the winds in his fists." 
We believe that the blessing of God is 
required in order to give eflBcacy to 
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medicine, and that life and death are unal- 
terably in his hand : but did you on that 
account reject the prescriptions of your 
physician, or refuse even a minute atten- 
tion to cautionary and remedial measures ? 
Did you not rather, as a reasonable crea- 
ture, resort to the means, and as a depen- 
dent creature, implore and hope for the 
blessing ? Perhaps it is as a first lesson in 
theology that the alphabet of nature is thus 
constructed : there is a harmony which, 
opening our eyes, we cannot fail to perceive 
between the one and the other. 

In the world of providence, and even in 
those parts of it in which God himself 
appears to be taking the reins, as we may 
say, more obviously into his own direction, 
there is still a singular, to us singular 
prevalence of the same principle. Some- 
time? he surrounds himself with thick 
darkness, keeps the million springs of our 
concerns in his hand, and gives no signal 
by which, at the moment, we can ascertain 
when it is that he moves upon one, and 

H 
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when on another; we learn only by the 
result that God has been there : but at 
others^ he allows us to witness the move- 
ments of the machineiy y and we discern iise 
methods — the means, by which, circuitous 
as we might deem them, his ends are 
accomplished. Pharaoh sleeps and dreams ; 
Ahasuerus cannot sleep; and each is 
alike instrumental towards the saving of a 
people. Even when by incarnate omni- 
potence the eyes of the blind were to be 
opened, " Jesus spat on the ground and 
made clay ! " Did you never secretly won- 
der at that ? Never say to yourself, " Why 
not perform it by a word ? " Would you 
scarcely have submitted to the application ? 
Read another lesson. It might be with 
intent to furnish an instructive analogy 
that such a method was adopted. Forbear 
to dispute with the plain appointments of 
God, and believe that even should they 
appear repulsively humiliating, they may 
not be the less appropriate. If he directs 
you to means, employ them. Do not 
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debate with him their suitableness or effi- 
cacy, but with en humble .mind, do as he 
tells you. 

Be satisfied that your Maker understands 
the thing he has made, and commits no 
mistake in his method of treating it. He 
can say, " Let there be light, and there is 
light;'* or he impresses on irrational crea- 
tures his own directing wisdom, and con- 
strains the bee to build with mathematical 
accuracy: but his intelligent creation is 
differently dealt with — dealt with according 
to its different nature. In spiritually 
affecting the mind, God acts with us, not 
without us : we do not sleep, and awake, 
and find ourselves converted, a change 
having been placed upon us like a garment. 
Conversion is a series of acts passing within 
the mind, and in the use of its natural facul- 
ties, but affected towards other objects, and 
in other ways, than it has been wont. Does 
your hand move except as acted upon by a 
living power within ? And yet would you 
lie motionless till able to ascertain the 

h2 
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mysterious connexion between the power 
and the result? The movements :are indis- 
tinguishable and apparendj simultaneous^ 
although imdeniablj the one precedes and 
causes the other. 

Even so, and in a way, (need. we wonder 
at this ?) as little to be apprehended, ana- 
lysed, brought thread by thread to be 
worked in the loom of human reason, is the 
mind influenced, acted upon and with^ by 
the Spirit of God. When he says, " Stretch 
forth thine arm I'* is it wisdom or is it 
folly to plead its impotence? The voice 
that gives the command conveys the needed 
strength, the healing virtue; we obey, — ^we 
stretch it forth, — and it becomes " whole 
as the other ! " We stretch it forth, but do 
we make it whole ? 

Do not, from pride or incredulity, refuse 

^ to fall in with arrangements to which G0d 
has bound himself y and to which he ex- 
pects that you obediently submit. Have 
recourse, with thankful activity, to aU the 

^ means, the use of which his word suggests 
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to you ; — to read his .word, therefore, and 
ascertain the means, among the first ; apply- 
ing your mind diligently to discover its true 
import. " Pray without ceasing," that 
light may be communicated by which to 
read it aright. In this course continue, 
" Always pray, and never faint," but believe 
that " He is faithful who has promised, 
who also will do it." 

Thus be content to " wait at the posts 
of his doors ; " and this, not with faith in 
means, but in Him who has appointed 
them. Many rest in them : either resort to 
them as of themselves efficient, or mistake 
the employment of means for the end pro- 
posed in them — ^religious engagements for 
religion itself. Consider rationally as well 
as scripturally what religion must be, and 
avoid an error so foolish and so fatal. Look 
through all instrumentality, and out of 
yourself, to Him by whom it has been 
appointed, but who claims to be, undis- 
puted, " the Author and the Finisher of 
faith." In Him " cast not away your 
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confidence^ &r in that is great recompense 
of reward.*' 

Remember also, my dear — = , that 

should the gentle persuasives of early sick- 
ness and recovery, and the long array of 
spiritual means, be opposed or evaded, there 
is a fiercer instrumentality, by which indeed 
the work may at length be effected, but 
under which you may be saved, as it were, 
" so as by fire ! *' You have already felt the 
kindlings, do not render it necessary that 
the fiimace be heated seven times hotter. 

Believe me, in the humble use of means, 
and with prayer for a blessing, 

Afiectionately yours. 
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LETTER XII. 



To many, my dear , religion ap- 
pears under an aspect which we are not 
suj^prised shoidd seem but little engaging. 
It is regarded as a system of privationsl 
and penances — of rules contrary to human 
nature, but rendered imperative by the will 
of a Being, reckless of our happiness, and 
who has our fates in his hand. It is a hard 
price, paid for exemption from something 
harder; an alternative to be chosen sooner 
or later; but that if only secured on this 
si^9 the final sentence, the longer we delay 
to embrace it, the better. To such, the 
services of religion, with its ultimate safety. 
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are the whole that is comprised in it; and 
if, with a reluctant spirit, they make a few 
strokes occasionally thus against the cur- 
rent, although the set of the countenance, 
the attitude, and the tendencies, are all in 
an opposite direction, it is concluded that 
the object will at length be attained. Mi- 
serable means, truly, towards a miseraUe 
end! 

That this is not religion, scarcely even a 
caricature of it, I need not say much to 
convince you. We might, by a slight 
exercise of reason only, come to the c<m- 
dusion that it could not be ; and, with the 
Scriptures in our hands, the source from 
whence alone we derive its true character, 
we can hardly &il to perceive that happi- 
ness is as well descriptive of the wiiys, as of 
the end, of genuine piety. It has not less 
the promise of enjoymentin the present life, 
than in that which is to come; and the 
more we have seen, by conversing vrith our 
own • unregulated spirits, how truly the 
heart of man without it " is like the 
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troubled sea/' revolving and casting up 
perpetually that only which is foul or use- 
less; and the nearer we may have been 
admitted to observe the christian character^ 
truly such, in living examples, the more 
deeply shall we be convinced that to pos- 
sess the religion of the Bible, is to possess 
and to diffuse the highest and most satis- 
fying happiness of which we are capable. 

It is obvious to a moment's reflection, 
that the accidents which surround us can- 
not in themselves secure to us felicity: 
the condition ofthe mind is alike the spring 
and the index of enjoyment. Should this 
be well described, as comprising " love, 
joy, peace, long-suffering, gentleness, good- 
ness, faith, meekness, temperance ; " an 
equal poise of the passions, and a right 
bent of the affections; we perceive that 
happiness of the highest style, and but 
lightly affected by temporary and outward 
circumstances, must be the certain result. 
And in like manner, the greatest possible 
concentration of such materials for happi- 
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ness as are external merely, copld not 
impart satis&ction to a mind restless and 
ongovemed}^^ the prey of " u^cleanness» 
hatred, variance, emulations, math, strilb, 
envyings, murders, drunkenness, revellings, 
and such like;." suffering th^ perpetual 
friction of unreasonable desires, and ill- 
placed, or ill-balanced affections. In every 
case, it is the mind that fixes and registers 
the degree of happiness. The mind it is, 
and the mind only, that is sensible to plea^ 
sure ; as it is the mind only that is the 
seat of pain. Convey, — " in the fulness of 
all mortal sufficiency,"— rconvey to the mind 
but a whisper of evil tidings, which it re- 
ceives as great and true, and how will that 
solitary mental pang absorb in a moment 
all the pools of delight in which it had 
wallowed ; impart a distaste, even to nau- 
sea, of the most poignant sensible enjoy- 
ments ; and convince, if he were capable of 
an inference, even the voluptuary, that 
pleasure and pain have other sources than 
sense can supply ! 
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To have tliis, therefore, the true mati^ 
under right regulation, and fimiished by 
his Creator with satisfactions suited to his 
nature^ must be to endow him with blessed- 
ness the highest and most honourable of 
which we can conceive. How can we risk 
the loss of such noble happiness ! or how 
hazard the suffering of which mind is sus- 
ceptible ! which, impure and disordered, it 
cannot otherwise than endure ; and if im- 
pure and disordered for ever, for ever 
endure ! 

There is no hour of life in which it would 
not be worth all we could sacrifice to ob- 
tain heart religion ; but when the blessed 
boon is rejected till near the close of life, 
it is impossible sufficiently to estimate the 
loss to which our folly has subjected us. 
We may indeed be snatched, by the long- 
enduring patience of God, from destruc- 
tion ; may, by the grace of a Saviour shame- 
ftdly contemned, be safe at last in the way 
to heaven ; but the disquietudes we have 
suffered! the storms which, without pilot 
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or anchor^ have beaten over us ! the e^ 
influence we have either exerted, or insen-- 
siblj diffiised ! Especially, should femilies 
have been entrusted to our care, (care, 
indeed!) for what a perpetuation of sin and 
misery may we not be accountable, in the 
difference between children brought up 
with the fear of God, in living precept 
before them, or confirmed in natural irre- 
ligion, by the baleful atmosphere with 
which we have surrounded them ! Do not 
delude yourself by supposing that you vrill, 
at least, so live as not &tally to injure any 
but yourself. You cannot ^^ make such a 
covenant with hell." There is, between 
your influence as converted or unconverted, 
the precise distinction which there is be- 
tween the living and the dead. Lie with a 
corpse, and it may not assault, but how 
will it chill you ! 

Grievous indeed will it be to reflect on 
the mischiefs we must have done ; the mis- 
takes we have fallen into ; the multitude, 
perhaps the flagrancy, of the sins we have 
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committed ; the. elevation of character and 
hope which we have foregone j and the op- 
portunity we have for ever lost of express- 
ing the gratitude of a young, generous, 
forgiven heart, in a course of living which 
should win others to the same , happiness ; 
which should declare, with the concentrated 
power of life and affection, our sense of the 
goodness, and desire to show forth the praise 
of our Redeemer ; not to mention the inevi- 
tably lower heaven that shall be assigned 
to. us. 

Is there no chord within you, my dear 
, which responds to this representa- 
tion ? Is there nothing lovely in your eyes, 
nothing worthy of your best ambition, in 
being thus a Christian from your youth up ? 
— Think of it again. Every day, how much 
more every year, of delay, deprives you, 
beyond recall, of a portion of happiness, an 
extent of usefulness, a degree in piety, a 
glory in the world of gracious reward, now 
open to you ! To turn to God with your 
whole heart at thirty, would be iaexpres- 
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sibly desirable ; but if now you could do it 
at twenty 9 at fifteen, (some, perhaps, by 
whom this may be read, at e^en an eaxlier 
period,) how can you think lightly of such 
an advantage ! an advantage which is every 
moment crumbling out of your hcind ! 

little indeed is the utmost of gratefal 
acknowledgment which, during a long life, 
we could render for the pardon of sin, and 
the hope of heaven ; but who that has ever 
felt a generous emotion would forego the 
opportunity of rendering all he can! I 
believe you desire and intend to die a 
Christian; O how meanly, and yet mis- 
takenly selfish, not to desire to live one ! 
Do not plume yourself on a grain of no- 
bleness, while you can harbour such a 
reserve. 

Let us rejoice, my dear , that in 

your case so much of hope, and as, accord- 
ing to present appearances, we may antici- 
pate, so much of life still remains. We 
do indeed remember enough of what has 
befallen others, and threatened you, to 
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rejoice, not -without trembKng ; but since 
the morning of life has not passed away, 
and some of its dews yet glisten, and are 
softening, as I trust, the tender and spring- 
ing affections of your soul, let us see you 
arise and commence in good earnest the 
great and happy work for which the day 
has been vouchsafed to you. Let the fra- 
grance of early flowers breathe around 
you, and rich blossoms betoken a vintage 
to come. 

Again I ask, what is it that holds you 
back ? a sense of sin or of weakness ? dis- 
taste, or distrust ? A combination of all, I 
have no question, because it is thus with 
every heart that begins to look at its pro- 
spects, its duties, and its resources. But 
bear it in mind, that for human nature, 
such as it is, the salvation " that is of God, 
by faith in Christ Jesus," is the suitable, as 
it is the only remedy. It is designed for 
" sinners, even the chief." Circumstanced 
as you have been, it is possible that gross 
acts of sin, cognizable to the eye of man. 
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may not lie upon your conscience; but 
there is enough^ in the alienation from God^ 
in the evil tendency and secret pollution of 
every soul, to extort, when in any degree it 
becomes acquainted with its own plague 
and bitterness, an almost despairing excla- 
mation, " What shall I do to be saved ! " 

Perhaps there are few sins by which we 
are so much discouraged in our applications 
for pardon, and tempted almost to abandon 
further eJBfbrt, as we are by the consciousness 
of having heard, and for a short time re- 
garded, repeated calls, and then sunk away 
to wicked indifference ! — the remembrance 
of time after time in which we have seemed 
to awake, and have slept again, it is possible 
more soundly than ever ! It appears as if 
we were but beginning the old course anew, 
and adding weight to our condemnation, 
by every fresh endeavour to arise and turn! 
We may be certain that this thought in- 
dulged, will secure our perdition ; and 
therefore is it kept so sedulously before us, 
by him who was " a murderer from the 
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beginning," " the father of lies." What- 
ever may be the aggravation of our sin and 
folly, there is now, as ever, but one course 
to be pursued: " The blood of Jesus 
Christ cleanseth &om all sin ! " that is our 
plea; and it is sufficient to meet every 
exigence! Kit did not, what would any of 
us do ! But it cleanseth all, and from all : 
the chief of sinners, as well, and better, 
than the would-be righteous. 

The deeper our sense of unworthiness, 
the more likely does it seem that God is 
in very deed at work upon our minds. 
There may be, it is true, a sense of sin that 
proceeds no fiirther ; but there is never real 
conversion without a sense of sin, and that, 
a deep one too ; and not only a conviction 
of guilt, but of absolute impotence, by any 
fiirther effi)rt, to free ourselves from either 
the prevalence or the condemnation of it. 
To lie baffled, helpless, and, except as we 
turn our eyes to the mercy of God in 
Christ, hopeless also, is a needfril precursory 
feeling to the simple, thankfrd reception 

I 
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of the free gift of salvation. If, therefore, 
this grievous consciousness of reiterated 
relapses weighs down your spirit, let it Act 
any way, rather than as a discouragement 
to go forward. Say as did the lepers at the 
gate of Samaria, " Why sit we here until 
we die? If we go, we can but die!" And 
do also as they did, — go, and you shaH 
find the deliverance that God has prepared 
for you. 

Remember, you are to be " justified 
freely by his grace. " Aggravated guilt 
opposes no obstacle to that act of oblivion ; 
and the promises which propose it to the 
seeking mind, are free and unfettered as 
we could ourselves have framed them. I 
have, in a previous letter, mentioned some; 
but I cannot close without placing the en- 
couragements of the gospel again before 
you. God, we are assured, " deUghteth 
in mercy." " He willeth not the death of 
the sinner ; " hath " no pleasure in the death 
of him that dieth," but had rather that he 
would turn from his wickedness and Kve.*' 
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If you say, " How can he turn ? " hear a^ain 
the gracious provision of abiKty : " To him 
that hath no might, he increaseth strength ;" 
and " gives his Holy Spirit to them that 
ask him." Although he commands, " Make 
to yourselves a new heart," he adds, as the 
basis of such a requirement, ^' A new heart 
and a right spirit will I put within you ; " 
and so will he " write his laws in your 
heart, that you shall not forget or depart 
from them." Above all, would I leave on 
your mind the royal motto, if we may so 
say, of the great seal of forgiveness ; that 
which directs the charter of freedom to 
every soul sensible of perishing in sin: 
" God so loved the world as to give his 
only-begotten Son, that whosoever believ- 
eth in him should not perish, but should 
have everlasting life ! " 

I know well the endless cavillings which 
the spirit makes to render obscure, or to 
abate the force of these and similar. Scrip- 
tures. The foolish heart fights to the last 
to keep its standing on] the road to per- 
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dition^ and with strange ingenuity, endea- 
vours to find a flaw in tlie warrant of £iith. 
It might be supposed that an offer of mercy, 
to one in any degree sensible of danger, 
would be embraced with prompt and 
delighted avidity. Yet, not as an eflTort 
towards greater security, but as if to hedge 
up the way of salvation with difficulties, 
wherever they could be planted, the mind 
debates, and as long as possible rejects, 
word by word, those conveyances of** strong 
consolation " which fully suit its condition, 
and in which, after all, " it is impossible 
for God to lie ! " It professes to find one 
inconsistent with another; questions its 
own warrant to appropriate them ; or quar- 
rels with the mysteriousness of representa- 
tion which they contain. Anything, rather 
than yield to them a simple, thankful 
credence, as the word of God ! 

" What right have I," we are apt to ob- 
ject, " to understand them as for me ?" 
Right ! Awakening to a house in flames, 
would you debate your right to an appa- 
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ratus of escape, presented for your rescue ? 
Trust it, commit yourself to it, and rejoice 
in deliverance, if you find it bears you! 
Destruction is advancing fast upon you, 
and there is hope no other way ! What 
view must you secretly harbotir of Him 
who could mock at your misery, by exhi- 
biting a mode of escape, which he intends 
to withdraw as soon as you flee to it for 
safety ! Do not think thus of One who " so 
loved the world, as to give his only-begot- 
ten Soli for its salvation ! " 

Here again comes in the heart, with its 
foolish wisdom ! *' God so loved the world 
as *to give!" — What? Did he make a 
real sacrifice ? sufier any loss ? — ^What can 
this mean ? I will not accept, till I clearly 
understand these strange assertions ! — 
These, and innumerable objections, does 
the mind entertain, (fireely supplied with 
them from below,) and array against " the 
word of the truth of the gospel ; " which, 
after all that millions have objected. 
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remains the trudi of the gospel still ! and is 
found such, to every soul that ventures on 
its verity. 

My dear , whatever may be the 

mystery involved in these representations^ 
and " great is the mystery of godliness, — 
God thus manifest in the flesh!** yet, 
without unweaving the entire tissue of 
Scripture, you cannot divest them of their 
apparent, simple meaning. They are forms 
of thought by which, we may be aasuredi 
more accurately than by any other, the real 
transaction, the mind and the conduct of 
our Maker towards us, are expressed. We 
may indeed say, " Who can by searching 
find out God! who can imderstand the 
Almighty to perfection!** but where he 
admits us to a view of his acts or cha* 
racter, we may be satisfied, that so far, 
it is a just view; and that if he employs 
our own language, and ideas with which, we 
are &miliar, as the medium of communis 
cation, it is the most fitting part of our 
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language, — ^ideas adapted to inform, not to 
mislead us, — ^and which convey, with as 
much precision as we are capable of con- 
ceiving them, the real relations in which he 
stands to us, and we to him. 

Cast yourself, therefore, with unques- 
tioning confidence on his word. This is 
faith : the throwing aside, with the weari- 
ness of a long baffled struggle, all the 
cavillings of the mind, and consenting to 
take that exactly which he holds out to 
you — -pardon for Chrisfs sake. Believing, 
as the last resort of a perishing sinner, that 
in truth and reality — ^although beyond the 
comprehension, in all its wonders, of your 
infant reason — " God hath indeed so loved 
the world, as to give his only-begotten 
Son, that whosoever believeth in him 
should not perish, but should have ever- 
lasting life ! " — And further, that " whoso- 
ever will,'' is invited to take " of these 
waters of life, freely :" that you therefore 
are thus invited — that you may partake. 
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" Blessed aie they that hunger and thirst 
after righteousness, for they shall he filled." 

That this blessedness, my dearest , 

may he yours, is the fervent prayer, as it 
has been the humble hope, of 

Yours anxiously and affectionately. 



THE END. 



RICHARD CLAT, PRINTBR, BRBAD-flTRBBT-HILL, LONDON. 



